Tolstoy as Tramp Philosopher

had so sunk himself into Ms role that if had become his nature.
Upon such an occasion a King of the beggars would not con-
descend to beg. He would know that more was expected of him,

The insolence of the lazzatroni is in the retort made by Diogenes.
But, as to his own status among them, Diogenes was of that sort
who are learned, lazy, and vicious by propensity. The Southern
indolence was in his blood; though, also, his type of scholar who
refuses work and prefers destitution is so universal as to be found,
as well, upon the benches of the Thames Embankment, where that
small population who live and sleep outdoors are certain, always,
to include a scholar or a schoolmaster, someone who can quote
Greek poetry, and whom Bacchus or more doubtful gods have
suborned in life. But it approaches, too, to the Slav races. It is in
their abnegation, their nihilism, in that facet, only, of the Greek
mind, in a phase of their philosophy when it explored in every
direction, and never in their arts or in the works of their hands,
that the Slav soul, and it is soul, more than heart or brain, ap-
proaches to the Greek. Not without its explanation from this
point of view is the fact that the Russian Nihilists of the "seventies
and 'eighties, who assassinated the Czar Alexander II, liberator of
the serfs, and who prepared the Revolution of to-day, were drawn
from the educated and official classes, and included, as an instance
of our argument, the young daughter of the military governor of
Moscow among the most dangerous of their conspirators. The
whole career of Count Tolstoy, culminating in his symbolic flight
into the snow a few days before he died, and which portended his
flight from his family, his fame and fortune, and, above all, from
himself, is the complete illustration of this thesis. For many years
Tolstoy had worn the dress of a moujik, and grown his beard so
as to have the appearance of a peasant. In symbol, he had aban-
doned everything and was taking refuge with the tillers of the
soil. Their ox-like mass remained indifferent to him; and, in their
turn, the Revolution has massacred and transplanted them. The
factory workers read him in cheap editions, and wonder at Ms
deflection, for the peasants were as ignorant and hopeless as the
priests. And, in the end, Tolstoy remains Count Tolstoy, with a
small birthright that could be neither sold nor given in exchange.
Such instances could be multiplied from Russian history. It may
be that the Eastern Church, with its tradition of Kings and princes